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EROICK POEM 


| | 
UPON 


His Royal Highnes's 
ARRIVAL. 
Hw to great Neptune 2 2 1 to ſave a Monarchs Brother: 


Whoſe dread command the ſtubborn Bub ſtill one Deity id kind to t other. 
Winds obey. 


And bollow Stores that the clouds bowels tear, Wellcome,grea t Sir to out too happyLand; 
At big grave vod do dwindle into air. *{ Wellcome from th dire Fate of treacherous 
Rail to the powerfull Beings of the Skies! Sand! 


Io the Winds God ! and watry Deities At whoſe approach the Town does gently bow, 
Peace to your briny Region; Mortals (ay ; | And fawning Courtiers charm'd they know 


And on your rocky Altars Inceniſe lay : not how: : 
Since you grew kind, when equal was your | It makes the duller Tories heart alive 
power And dying Proſecutions to revive. * 
To ſave the periſhing or to devour. Now rampant Tories drink, let full Bowls 


kat oh the horror of the darkn'd main 

lut worſe the ray Ho did contain. With HeaklamadOuhero ſweeten everyGlaſs, 
Well might the Frigot the Saylors cry'd | And once again prepare a Sumptuous Feaſt 
When all the Water yas Bewhiggity'd. To entertain the happy wellcome Gueſt ; 
When Sails conſpir'd poor Seamen to undo, | Prepare the daintiesof the Watry main 


Nay every was a*Fanatickh toa. As Neptune's Preſent to his Glorious train, 
The Compaſs Presbyterian, which by fits And every kind of Beaſts that youare able, 


Makes the Winds veer as do a Tories Wits ; | Exceptof Aſs, (thoſe may wait at Tablez) * 
Poor Loyal Tories, the curſt Whiggiſn Helm | Damn d Prodigality, when you'reſo Poor, 
Into the boundleſs Ocean did overwhelm 5 | To Feaſt your , are forc't to ſtarve your 
One Curſes Fate and Ships ; another raves : Fehore : 
And ſtead of Whiggs do's fifticuff the Waves ; And moſt of you, one may be bold to Swear, 
Another damming hnks, and ſwears hel go | For one days Feaſt are doom d to Faſt a year. 
To firk their Coxcombs in the Lake below. | Yet Swear the Wbiggs are fattious and debate » 
ious Waves yet threat to trace the Sky, | In private Halls the overtures ot State; 
temn the Gods, and ſpit on Majeſty ; As true as you are Loyal, (that's a Lie) 
ring the Nymphs their actions to controul | They are a people drown'd in Treachery : 
ildly upon their Watry axles rowl. Swear with an Iriſh Brow and — 
t kinder Heaven do's ſay it is its will Their looks do ſpeak Rebellin in their face. 
ſtorm ſhould ceaſe, and bids the Seebeſftil/; | You have at Villanies a gratiods wink, 

out it's Halcyon from the Ark above | Tories may ad what others dare not think : 
Which do's return with wreaths of grateful |Eer fly your Oaths, and ranting Carſes too, 

love. ' The worſt, we know, ſuch Tools asyoucando. 
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